HERE'S A | 
GOOD PLACE! 


BOOT My ces sa 
" ° mm py} 

THE DOCTOR IS vad eke HEAVY! 

STUPID .. PUTTING } : i 

ME ON A DIET ! % L HAVEN'T 


REALLY 
GOTTEN FAT. 
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PuFF! 26ASPs 
COME BACK WITH 
OUR GOODIES ! 


 t00 BAP LI'L BOO is 
GONNA A1/SS THE GOODIES! 


Cn 
HONEY. 


( £ GOTTHE ry ead THE 


BASKET! (17'S ALL MIN 


YUMMEE ! AFTER I FINISH THE 
TURKEY AN! HAM, I'LL HAVE 
: HONEY FOR DESSERT! 


YOU DIDN'T , \YOU DON'T, DESERVE ANY? You'E A PUNY. LITTLE 
LEAVE ANY | 800 BOO ! 1/M BIG AN RUNT, BOO BOO ! 
FOR ME ane. t, I NEED A nT 


YES, BUT 
I'VE BEEN 
Sick! 


THATS JUST THE WAY BOY, IF I WAS 
IT 15, SHRIMP! 11 ¢ ASBIGAS HIM, 
ey, 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


I wie} ips THATS AL 
LITTLE \ 
TASTE OFF! 


1 CAN GET! 


ANY WSH, 
YOU MAKE!! 


E. H Ni ! 
CE Z ‘T WEALTH THING... TO BE 
A PALACE $ GREA ay fe 


Ss GER THAN 
YOG| BEAR ! 


I JUST MADE YOUR 
WISH COME TRUE, 
600 600 | 


WHAT'RE YOU DOIN’ )WATCH IT, SHORTY! NO, LiL YOGI, Z 
ON STILTS,B00 | DON'T GET ME WILL TEACH YOU/ 
BOO Z MAD | 


H-HE WANTS Jo WELL? FIGHT B-BUT Z DON'T L/KE TO 
FIGHT, YOGI 7 M .--YOU'RE FIGHT ! YOU ALW, WAYS | 
THe BIG Guy FIGHT THE es ouys! 
IN THIS ACT! 


“tim100 TIRED. 
TO EAT | 


IT'S TIME TO-EAT, 
BOO BOO! 


WAKE UP, 
B00 BOO! 


WHAT- HAPPENED? SEANIET THERE 7 x BIEN EAT ALL TH 
War THE GENIE AIN'T NO GIRL GOODIES, B00 B00 p! 
} AC EARS HERE WAS TEASIN’ YOU 


Yau w 
A MaHTs 


KNOW SOMETHIN’, YOGI. .} 
1!/M GLAD I'M. SMALL 
AND YOUIRE BIG! 


TAGHT INTHE > 
ASB SEke= 


/_ RANGER, 1 WANT TO F AND 1 KNOW 
COMPLAIN ABOUT A BEAR Sapte WHO Har 


WITH A SILLY HAT... HE 
STOLE MY PIE !! — 


THIS TOURIST WANTS 
HIS PIE BACK THAT Y--- 


FLOWERS FOR THE FAIR, 
MY DEAR! 


KISSIN' HER HAND! 
THINK OF THAT’? 


I DO NOT BELIEVE 
IN VIOLENCE, SiR! 


CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


I. DON'T LIKE CHICKS I SHALL BE FORCED TO TEACH ) © 


WHO SLAP ME AROUND, | YOU A LESSON, SIR! 
BaBy ! / : 


I WARN YOU, ROCKY, MY HANOS ARE 
DIET, DEADLY WEAPONS!) pm 


Vg , 
YOGI, I OION'T SSSSHHH, BOO BOO... THEY 
KNOW THERE'S A ONLY AWARD IT TO CERTIFIED 


YELLOW BELT iS, COWA: 
IN KARATE ! : 


ng and stretching in the snug little cave where he 
lived with Boo Boo. “It'll be good to get a good 
winter's sleep.” 

Boo Boo pulled the covers up to his chin and smiled. 

“I'm sleepy too, Yogi,’ Boo Boo answered, 

Yogi climbed in bed, blew out the light and said, 
“Good night, Boo Boo.” 

There was no answer, only a quiet snare fromlittle 
Beo Boo’s bed. 

Yogi lay there and felt very comfortable. Not athing 
te worry about from now, the first day of Winter, untit 
March 21, the first day of Spring. He and Boo Boo, like 
most bears, would hibernate, a nice name for sleep, all 
winter long. 


“Golly, I'm tired, Boo Boo,” Yogi Bear said, yawn- 


He decided to sleep on his back and was dozing off 
when he remembered he always snered when he slept 
on his back and might awaken Boo Boe. So he rolled on 
his side and was just falling off toa long sleep when a 
random theught struck him. 

Was the door locked? 

Yogi distincly remembered Boo Boo saying he had 
focked the door but now he'd thought of it, how could 
he be sure? Grunting and grumbling, Yogi Bear 
climbed out of bed, fell over his slippers, and landed 
on his chin. 

He locked worriedly at Boo Boo. His little friend was 
still snoring. Yogi got up and walked to the door, try- 
ing it. Sure enough ,it was locked. The Jellystone Park 
bear ambled back to bed, climbed in, aebated about 


sleeping on his back or side, decided to sleep on his 
back, and closed his eyes. He was once more drifting 
into delicious slumber when he heard the phone. 

RRIIINNNNNGGG! 

Yogi wanted to let it ring but decided against it. He 
reached out and grabbed the noisy instrument. 

“Yes, I’m Yogi Bear. Who's this?” 

Yogi listened a minute, his eyes beginning to bulge 
with anger. 

He tried to answer three times, then finally barked 
“Hold it!” 

“I do not want te buy a vacuum cleaner, subscribe to 
any magazines, or have my house painted. All! want 
to do is get some SLEEP!" and Yogi slammed the phone 
down se hard he hurt his finger. 

Now, he was angry. Yogi told himself he was silly to 
get upset, especially at bed time. So, he forced himself 


10 think of birds singing and pretty flowers and he got 
calmed down and was about to fall into deep sleep 


when... 

RRININNNNGGG!! 

Yogi debated whether to smash the phone, put his 
pillow on it, or pick it up and tell that creep selling 
vacuum cleaners to stop bothering him. 

“Listen, dummy, if you don’t stop bothering me, I'll 
oe huh?” 

Suddenly, Yogi stopped. He listened. 

“B-but...”” then he listened some more. Once more 


he said “B-but I...” and again the caller shut him off. 

Finally, Yogi got his chance. “Cindy, I didn’t know it 
was you calling. | apologize, Cindy. Oh. You just called 
to say good-night? Well, that’s nice. Good-night, - 
Good-night, Cindy.” 

Yogi put the telephone back with great care and 
laid back to try to sleep once more. 

He forced himself to close his eyes. He tried to 
breathe slowly and deeply and was succeeding when 
tap! There was a slight sound from the corner. Yogi's 
eyes opened. Tap! it came again. He laid there and 
heard the faint sound, regular, insistent, torturing 
him. Finally, bitterly, he got up, debated whether to 
kick Boo Boo or not, then went hunting for the leak. 


A e 
After a long time, he found it. f 

Yogi mumbled, muttered, growled, and finally 
piugged the hole in the ceiling. Now, he thought it 
wouldn't do any good to go back to bed but he stum- 
bled sleepily in that direction and settled down once 
more. 

He wondered what time it was, opened his eyes, 
and looked at the clock. 5 o'clock. But was it morning 
or night? December or January? Yogi didn’t care. He 
laid there, eyes open, listening to Boo Boo snaring. 
Then, Yogi finally went to sleep. a 

It seemed only an instant passed before he felt Boo 
Beo shaking him and he opened sleepless; red- 
rimmed eyes. 

“Wake up, Yogi,’ Boo Boo said happily. “It’s Spring 
already.” 
Yogi rolled over, pulling the blankets over his head. 
“Ge away, Boo Boo,”’ mumbled Yogi, “and wake 
me up for the Fourth of July.” : 


DON'T WORRY, 

/ BRUNO! TENDER 
pear LIKE 

R 


I LIKE TALK TO IT GOOD MORNING, PLANT! 

EVERYDAY..- - HOW 15 BRUNO'S LITTLE 

TENDERLY ! 5 PLANT TODAY = AN' BY 
THE WAY WHAT KIN? OF 
PLANT ARE YOU 2 HUH Z 


'T TELL ME, 


were LKNOW:+- i 


SNAP 


SMITI se, \C = 
sue oun HAVE HERE COMES 
RANGER SMITH! | 


ALL THE 
GOODIES WE IN THE TRUCK, Se 
CAN GAT AT Yoa!! é 
OUR PICNIC z 


Yoa! ! 


DISTRIBUTE 
THE PICNIC 
“BASKETS, YOGI! 
T DON'T WANT 
You TWO 
SNITCHING 
FOOD AHEAD 
OF TIME! 


LL LEAVE THAT : CA] WE WOULDN'T 
BASKET OF GOODIES DREAM OF IT, & 
THERE, YOGI! You're “ 
ON Your HONOR NOT 

TO OPEN IT AHEAD 


THE WHOLE BOO! wHAT VY ICAN 
GANG'S, COMING )I JUST WANT TO' LOOK 1S IT, YOGI? BOO 
TOOUR PICNIC, | AT THE GOODIES 
YoOa!! CINDY INSIDE! 


17S SOFT 
BOO BOO--- 
ANO WARM! 
ITSA...A... 


ne RANGER SMITH 
Smy SAID TO TELL YOu 
IT'S TIME TO EAT, 


GEE, YOGI, | MAYBE THIS WILL TEACH YOU NOT 
THIS 1S STRAWBERRY TO SNITCH FOOD, YOGI! HEH HEH HEH! 
DELICIOUS SHORTCAKE | Es 


ESPECIALLY 5 a 
FOR You, YOal! swears ed 


You're A SHREWD BEAR, Yoe\! ! you'RE 
BUYING TEN ACRES OF LAN OR os. 
HOW MUCH DID You SAY You Ae 2 


Yoo)! 
Pssstt, 
YOGI... 


HALE OF Tuan UST BORROW/NG 
2.40 | BOO BOO ! 
MINE, YO! ! ri 


NURNIE Ry 


wake 


dill ‘ 


Dp 
TO YOUR TEN 
ACRES ! 


I THOUGHT YoU BOUGHT \ 1 BOUGHT LOT| VYWELL,PARDNER, THIS) ‘OUR’ 
THAT WCE LAND OVER } #13! TH/S 1S OUR PROPERTY! PROPERTY Z 
THERE, Yoo! ! 1817! tas tert aoe aide 
*WELL > 


IM THIRSTY, \ WE'RE ONLY TWENTY 
Yoo | ISN'T FEET FROM GOOD, | 

THERE ANY /COOL WATER,BOO BOO! 
WATER = 


HT DOWN: 
1 STAR 


DIGGINe 


the Ae 


WHY Do.Z Have )/ Because You're ( 800 800, CAN, ) fi . 
TO DIG FOR SHIeSTy, THAT'S . YOU HEAR MEZ K fi 

WATER, YOGI 2 wuy ! > \ oT i}. 
: m VW \ YES YOGI... 
LPs | SOMETHING! 


is 


YOu MEAN 
ure 
BOO BOO Z 


OUSAIDLOWNED | ALLRIGHT, B00 

HALF,YOGI! YOU _/ ‘B00. .» WE! 

PID, YOU SAID 
 iAaeas 


RE 
PARTNERS, I'MA 


BIG-HEARTED BEAR! 


'LL MAKE 
UA SPEC 


(AL )MILLION BUX, 
DEAL! Yoo! ! 


yes sie! A TERRIFIC OIL WELL! 
EVEN BETTER THAN THE ONES 
IN THE ARAB COUNTRIES ! 


WHAT WILL WE 
DO WITH THE 
OIL ,YOG| Z 

WHO'LL BUY IT 7 


GEE, £00 B00, \ 
I DON'T KNOW, 


OF COURSE )WHEN MY WELL. 
itis! WAS REAL DEEP 
I THOUGHT L 
HEARD SOMEON! 
TALKING ARABIAN 


...ANO OON'T LET THEM | ALLRIGHT, 
DIG SUCH DEEP HOLES / SHEIK, T/LL 
FROM NOW ON, MR« A TELL THEM ! 


1M GLAD WE AREN'T, 
YOG!...I COULD NEVER: 
GET USED TO SMOKING 
THOSE BIG CIGARS !1 


MILLION- 
4 AIRES! 


